



RESS 


HMS Press (est. 1982) acquired Atlantic Disk 
Publishers [ADP] (Atlanta Georgia) in 1994 and 
in 1995 created its own Imprint: Books On Disk 
[BOD]. HMS Press ceased its electronic book 
publishing in 1999. ADP ran out of Stamford 
Connecticut and BOD ran out of London Ontario. 
The National Library of Canada requires by law, 
one copy of any electronic book published for 
Legal Deposit. All ADP & BOD electronic books 
are being converted from Text ascii files to PDF 
files for this purpose. 


ALL RIGHTS ARE RETAINED BY THE AUTHOR 
AND NO PORTION OF THIS MATERIAL SHALL 
BE COPIED OR TRANSMITTED IN PART OR IN 
WHOLE VIA ANY MEANS INCLUDING 
PHOTOCOPIER OR THE INTERNET WITHOUT 
PERMISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER EXCEPT 
FOR SHORT PASSAGES USED IN REVIEWS. 
PERMISSION IS GIVEN FOR PRINTING FOR 
PERSONAL USE ONLY SHOULD THE READER 
DECIDE NOT TO READ THIS BOOK ON THE 
SCREEN. 


HMS PRESS 
POB 340 STATION B 
LONDON ONTARIO N6A 4W1 


Production of this ADP or BOD book in PDF 
format does in no way, mean that the book is 
being published, reprinted or re-published as an 
HMS Press publication and is only being 
produced for Legal Deposit with the National 
Library of Canada. 


As of 2005, all new paper-bound books and CD’s 
are available from the CPA Online Bookstore at 
http://www3.sympatico.ca/cpa 


E-mail: cpa@sympatico.ca 
Phone: 519-660-0548 


ISBN 1-895700-21-3 
The Flying Red Horse Copyright 1995 by Michael Irving 


CANADIAN CATALOGUING IN PUBLICATION DATA 


Irving, Michael C. 
The flying red horse [computer file] 


Text. 
Includes bibliographical references and index. 
ISBN 1-895700-21-3 


1. Incest victims-poetry. 2. Sexually abused 
children-Poetry. I. Title. 


PS8567.R864F5 1995 C811'.54 C95-900696-6 
PR9199.3.179F5 1995 


Introduction by 


Linda McCarriston: 
1991 winner of the 
Terrance Des Pres Award 


THE FLYING RED HORSE 
Acknowledgements i 
Introduction il 
Preface v 


I. Family Time 


Christmas Dinner 2 
Sanctuary 3 

Lady Bug, Lady Bug 4 
Pitter Patter 6 
Mommy's Little Man 7 
Selling Babies 8 
Dying at Birth 9 
Tying Knots 10 
Indulgence 11 
Flower Vendors 12 
Second Hand Children 14 
Isolation 15 
Returning Broom 16 
A Little Respect is All She Asks 18 
Writing Sermons 22 
Transvestite Boy 23 
No Goodbyes 25 


II. Most Any Block 


Daily News 35 cents 

Just Starting Life 
Meditating Life 

The Senseless Cycle 

A Sentence of Memories 
The Wise and Noble Pervert 
Sunday Prostitution 

A Window 

They Took the Shy Away 
The Caring Voice 

Protect the Children 


28 
29 
30 
31 
32 
33 
34 
36 
37 
38 
40 


III. Nobody's' Business 


Companions in Old Age 42 
Protecting Sister 44 
Quiet Rider 45 
Spitting Gravel 46 
Super Achieving Clod 47 
No Need to Forget 48 
Cotton Batten 49 
Recalling the Dovetail Cradle 51 
The Prison 52 
Crying on a Winter Afternoon 53 
Cotton Wadding 54 

A Mother's Chortle 55 
Red Tears 56 
Confusing Waltz 57 
Wrong Door Hate 58 
Stitching Peace 59 
Laughing Rose 60 
Protecting 61 

Screw Them 62 


IV. Returning the Wrath 


Erotic Hiding 64 
Acting Out the Ritual 65 
Smashing Holes 66 
Two Cent Bullet 67 
The Curse 68 
Penetration 69 
The Turning 70 
Gagging on Cum 71 
The Cycle Can End 72 


V. Where Angels Fly 


Punching Water 

Fear of Clarity 

The Seedling 
Fingerprints of Nurture 
Transforming Pictures 


Bibliography and Resources 


74 


75 
78 


79 
81 


82 


Acknowledgements 

This book is a story of victory. It is a victory which has been 
possible through the committment, nurturing and care of a host of 
people. There are far more people vitally responsible for my 
healing and growth process than I can name here. A kind and 
sensitive teacher, Joe Mezzapelle, who gave an outlet for healing 
by knowing and communicating to me that writing and reading 
poetry in chemistry class was more important for me then charting 
formulas. Marg and Joseph Cutler, who were an opening of light 
in the darkness when they extended their already full home so I 
could leave the abuse. The tipping head and clasped hands of Moe 
Goldner whose humility is that of a saint. Linda McCarriston, a 
writing mentor with extraordinary depth of character, sensitivity, 
humanity, and talent with the texture of words. Often I have felt 
this is as much her book as mine; she believed in me as a writer 
when I was still struggling with very basic structures of language. 
Glenda Bissex who said, "don't try to write right, just write," and 
thereby stopped me from abandoning pencil and paper. Carol 
Barrett and her "poets of the mountain," who helped the final 
stages of these poems fall into place. 

There are a number of Union Institute Learners and others who 
looked at early drafts of The Healing Rose, helping to draw The 
Flying Red Horse out of it; as well they gave much insight on how 
to make the difficult material in the two manuscripts accessible 
and useful to survivors and their support people. My 
psychotheraputic journey through the healing of abuse has been 
greatly assisted by Jean Rankin who has showed me that I could 
be heard without being revictimized. My talented and intuitive 
colleagues and deep friends William Emerson and Norma Clifford 
know the many tears I have left on their shoulders, and I know the 
humanity they have supported in me. There are many authors 
whose books have had a great impact on me, but of these I would 
like to recognize in the order of my discovery of them: Virginia 
Axline, A.S. Neill, Ellen Bass and Laura Davis, Mike Lew and 
Frank Putnam. Dr. Sherry Penn who encouraged me to "pick your 
doctoral committee as though you were choosing a family" -- and 
with great care I did. A generous thank you is deserved by those 


on my doctoral committee who on many occasions but especially 
one afternoon, affirmed for me that I, indeed, had something to 
contribute. Gus Lyn-Piluso, fellow learner at the Union Institute, 
for his encouraging nudges of: "When Will It Be Done?" 

I am without ability to convey in words the depth of my 
indebtedness to my children, who have shown me what a real 
childhood is and who have shared with me authentic love. Most 
of all, and I have tears as I type, I want to thank Cheryl, my wife 
and a brilliant therapist, who rode her own Pegasus as I journeyed 
so often into the personal pit of hell; at times I have been 
responsible for causing her grave pains, and yet, she has shared 
with me the beauty and the strength of life and has held my hand 
as I walked through the burning sands of many deserts. 


MCI, 1991 


Introduction by Linda McCarriston 

As the child in The Flying Red Horse was being raped by his 
father he left his body. He left the closet of the gas station men's 
room where his father towered over him, and he held onto the red 
winged horse of the gas company's logo outside. The young child 
clung to the last image he had seen before the door closed on the 
lavatory, not knowing at the time that it was the image of Pegasus, 
a symbol of poetry. That image kept a part of his soul separate and 
when the adult was ready for the healing journey, he returned to 
that image from his childhood and found that, as well as carrying 
him simply up and away, it could carry him safely down into the 
lair of the monster where, as Bellepheron had slain the Chimera, 
he could confront his own monsters with its power. 

Michael Irving's The Flying Red Horse is as much a gift to 
contemporary poetry as its poetry is to contemporary thought on 
the subject of the abuse of children. So little has been asked of 
North American poetry for so long, and by so few, that this great 
power of utterance, this voice of celebration or warning to the 
tribe, has seemed to shrink to a small field of solipsism and 
irrelevance for most potential readers. A whole generation of 
readers as learned that poetry is of the few, for the few, and about 
the inner lives of the few, not of the many, for the many, and about 
what is common. A whole generation of readers has lost its right 
to poetry, and poetry herself, just as sadly, has lost her people, 
their lives, that richness of content and larger social relevance. 

Irving restores to poetry much of its lost potential to utter the 
deepest and most troubling truths, and to restore to human 
suffering the right to highest meaning. In a time and place where 
the very word poetic has come to mean other-worldly, rarified, 
idealized, or romanticized, he has composed, by means of the real 
powers of non-linear speech, a tale of heroism that the culture has 
tried very hard, even in its poetry, not to hear. In so doing, he has 
given to poetry a subject worthy of her power to make real, to 
move, and to transform. 

For many years one of the crippling effects of the abuse 
chronicled in these pages was, for the poet, a great difficulty in the 
use of language. Prose daunted him. The non-rational aspects of 


poetic speech, however were an invitation to him. As a successful 
sculptor, he had a profound sense of the safety that exists in form, 
and in the materia itself to reveal its formal potential. He also 
knew intimately the risks of discovery that one takes in the 
creative process, the dangerous liberations of unconscious or less 
conscious knowing that takes place when the artist enters into the 
"creative contract" with any medium. Poetry, that Pegasus free 
to gallop straight out of its own element and bring its powers of 
earth to bear in the air, travelling "as the crow flies," seeing below 
with the "eagle's eye," at first allowed Irving to begin to express, 
imagistically, memories from his buried life. As his awareness of 
the power of this new medium for him grew, however, he tapped, 
increasingly, more and more aspects of its potential. 

Frost said that "Poetry is what gets lost in translation." 
Presumably, according to this definition, prose does not get lost, 
or is not so easily lost. the concentration of elements of language 
-- sound, image, levels of meaning, line length and arrangement, 
breaks, stanzas, refrains, echoes, repetitions, changes in voice, the 
intrusion of unconscious symbols in conscious narrative -- make 
poetry not reducible to a "meaning" (in spite of what your high 
school English teacher may have said...). Working with Michael 
on these poems, from the start, I felt that he experienced language 
almost physically, almost palpably, on the page and in the ear, in 
the blood. I watched him experiment with one facet of the poem 
after another, pressing against his own limits of language and 
against the limits of the poem in his efforts to express -- and to 
communicate -- what we all would resist expressing and all would 
resist hearing. Although narrative and dramatic elements hold 
these poems together for the reader, and although a good part of 
their success lies in the cumulative weight of physical detail, they 
were, almost none of them, written top to bottom in early drafts as 
they stand now. These poems accumulated, they accreted, they 
blossomed once and blossomed out of those blossoms and 
blossomed again. They became more complex, and the method of 
relating elements and parts so that the reader could enter them and 
be moved by them became their chief demand on Michael. In this 
way he became more sensitive to many elements of language for 


the first time; to the dance of syntax, to the use of active and 
passive voice, to subtle relationships among parts of speech. 
These forms of mastery, usually considered the basic building 
blocks of written expression, were outgrowths of, not instruments 
to, the urgent, imagistic, conflicting utterances that began the 
poems. As the process gathered momentum, and as the poems 
began to document experiences of recovery, in the present, 
integrating past experience, many of these new linguistic tools 
began to feel more comfortable to Irving's hands. I believe that this 
work would not have been possible for him in prose, and I believe 
that the ease of his apprehending the "mechanics" of writing is a 
direct result of the liberation of long buried, long silent memories 
as poetry. The image itself, so often the starting place for these 
poems, and the place out of which more elaborate linguistic 
mastery grew, functions throughout individual poems and the 
book as a whole as organic, living lifeline of the poem's growth 
and of the healing process as well. I find it remarkable that 
Michael, over years, wrote these poems, lived the work embodied 
in them, finally arranged them as they appear here, setting his 
Pegasus poem as a lighthouse in the night of this sea of abuse, 
finally titling the collection The Flying Red Horse with the 
knowledge that this symbol was an ancient one of poetry. I also 
find it compelling that the "transcendence" poetry allows, poetry 
depends upon, the reorganization of "reality" that happens in the 
lifting off from "earth" and the "new vision" from the air, seems 
a mirror of the terrible process of dissociation that children 
experience when the reality of their live's threatens to destroy 
them. The "dissociation" of poetry, the permission, the invitation 
to transcend conscious reality and the normal limitations of 
speech, allows a reassociation to occur, a re-vision, a revisiting of 
the monster lair that the child fled. And this revisiting takes place 
astride and between the wings of a mythic creature of power and 
beauty, with the ability to cross between worlds. Given the many 
kinds of theft that are visited on the abused child, the theft of 
language seems almost a minor one. But from the first threats 
against the abused child if he or she tells, to the deaf ear turned to 
victims of the abuse for generations, to the polite injunctions to 


"get over" such a history, to "forgive and forget," language 
continues to be stolen. A voice is pilfered not only from the 
individual child and adult, but from "us." It is fitting that poetry 
would afford Michael Irving the invitation to express and the 
means to communicate the horror of his experience and the 
healing possibilities inherent in sharing his truth with his "larger 
family." All of us. The poems of healing are terrible and 
wonderful to read, as though the safety to heal has allowed deeper 
and deeper revelation. That the culture permits -- fosters, provides 
for --such abuse and depends upon the failure of memory, we all 
know. We say, "Thank you, 'we' do not want to know." Telling 
therefore requires a great courage. One of the achievements of 
these poems -- and part of what made writing them possible -- is 
his acceptance of his own heroism in surviving this life and 
reporting it, and his deep understanding that what he describes is, 
if not common at least is far from uncommon. The hero of these 
poems is Everychild. Abusive family relations are, I believe, the 
DNA of an abusive culture. The staggering denial that we, as a 
group, have practiced in order to preserve a vision of "family," can 
only be reversed by allowing into our group consciousness the 
gruesome reality of this fundamental form of "enculturation." If 
poetry has a function in society, and I believe it does, that function 
is to serve as the moral, ethical voice of the tribe. To "Praise or 
Dispraise," to use the words of Terrence Des Pres, who has written 
extensively on the truth of how our social organization is 
experienced by its "lessers.". These functions have been 
traditionally those of the poets, and it is no coincidence that Irving 
found voice in the "brokenness" of poetic discourse, and that his 
central image of transcendence has been Pegasus, the symbol of 
poetry itself. The healing that is present in these pages is so 
detailed, so organic, so dramatic, so touching, that it amounts to a 
text for recovery. No one would ever want to have to endure the 
process that this book describes -- except of course a survivor who 
was experiencing the pressures of past abuse and the terror of not 
knowing any way out. For that reader, the horrors of the way out 
will seem a relief, which they are. What the book demonstrates is 
the finite and doable process of recovery and release of memory 


and emotion. It is inevitable that "recovery" -- before one 
undertakes it -- seems infinitely threatening and certainly not 
doable. 

Many adult victims of abuse are heroically working to convey 
their experience to the rest of us. In their hero's journey I praise 
them all. A few are rewarding the almost-dry springs of poetry as 
Irving is, by giving poetry back its power, its social function, by 
allowing it to carry "non-poetic" content such as this. These poems 
with their muscle, their symmetry, their leaps of meaning, their 
spiritual scope, their music, their "terrible beauty," as Yeats said, 
are memorable not only because of the rarity of the voice in them, 
but because the child who flees the degradation in "Punching 
Water" by riding high on the red flying horse returns, years later, 
to slay the monster of his silence with the most profound of 
utterances, poetry. 


Author's Introduction 
These poems were written as part of my healing process. They 
came from my journal, out of sleepless nights, flashbacks, or 
therapy sessions. The initial writing of the poems as well as the 
reworking and editing process was invaluable to my healing. The 
book is directed to emotional, physical, and sexual abuse 
survivors, those working with and serving as support for survivors, 
and those wanting to understand the survivor experience. My 
primary intent in sharing the poems and my personal journey is to 
lend support to others who as children were visited by the hell of 
neglect and abuse. For survivors, the words found between the 
covers of this book will, will at times, resonate with their 
experiences or trigger feelings or memories forward. It is 
important for the survivor to know: you are neither hopeless or 
helpless because abuse may have occurred to you. Your very 
survival is a miracle and a testament to your strength. If you 
survived the abuse you can well survive the healing process. The 
abuse is not what you are, rather it is what happened to you. 
Remember in reading take your time and protect yourself. If 
you don't have lists of your support people and your means of 
coping and managing your feelings, then make those lists and use 
your skills of coping as you go along. While you read, take time 
out for your own journal or poetry writing. There is a bibliography 
in the back of this book to help you with explorative and healing 
writing. If you were abused as a child, though you are probably 
well capable of handling almost anything, you do not have to 
continue to go it alone. If you are not in therapy, then consider 
getting the help you deserve and need. You don't have to despair 
and grieve for a lifetime because you were abused as a child. 
While you are healing you do not have to suffer in isolation. 
Develop a good support system and use those people; they do care 
about you. In the healing process, at times, the people you connect 
with will confirm your humanity and their humanity. In the back 
of this book is a bibliography of books which are helpful to both 
those healing from childhood abuse and their support people. You 
will also find a reference list of support organizations. 
Throughout the society the walls of silence about abuse and its 


effects are crumbling, and out of the ruins and dust are emerging 
survivors -- strong, vital and resourceful -- with a voice. I will not 
say the healing process is without suffering. At times it is painful, 
though the worst pain is gone, the initial abuse. What you are 
dealing with now is memories. They are finite and can be 
recovered from. There are people and resources to assist you in 
your healing. Yet in the end you are the expert on your own 
healing. Inside of you is the knowledge of what you need, and you 
are always the one who does the actual healing and recovery. 

In your journey I wish you all the care I can imagine, the best 
and the warmest of luck, and may the wind be at your back. 


I. FAMILY TIME 


Christmas Dinner 


Black tiles play checkers with white. 
The squares on the wall 
are bigger then the floor's. 
A sudden waterfall 
in the porcelain sink 
gives a hushed cover. 
The zipper clinks 


as it goes by 
each notch on a journey 
five and one half inches 
down. He has been here before 
with his dad 
as an infant. 
Now he gives his grandfather 


the privilege. A just reward 
for sacred authority. 
The children outside run, 
their shouting and laughter is kept 
out by the twist 
of a chrome lock 
shaped like a soft anchor. 


Sanctuary 


Though I reluctantly suck his penis 

I love this grandfather. 

He is the only close adult 

who does not beat me mercilessly, 
who does not leave my body crumpled 
on the floor, 
he does not smash my preschool skull 
into a wall with all his might, 
he does not hold a pillow over 
my infant face, 


He never beats me with boards, 

hoses, belts, switches, 

he never brings welts 

to my legs, back, arms, face, 

he does not punch me in the 

genitals as an infant, 
He does not cause a trail of my blood 
between the kitchen and bathroom, 
I am never in the hospital being sewn 
back together because of him, 
I never feel his boot sink into my tailbone, 
my ears do not burn from being pulled by him, 
he never removes handfuls of my hair, 


He does not wake me from sleep 
punching my face, 
I do not feel him grab 
a fistful of my arm and twist 
with all his might, 
he does not take my infant head 
and bang it in rythmic torture, 
He does not wake me 
and threaten to murder me 
in the middle of the night, 


his hand does not wrap around my throat, 
I do not feel his fist 
at the back of my head, 


It is not his black shoe which frenzies 
into my back, stomach, legs, head 
while I lay curled in a ball, 
he does not punch me 
in the side of the face 
sending my toddler body 
flying across the room. 
We do not talk much. 
I feel his judgement. 
He gives me lots of his time. 
He never gives me a swat. 


Lady Bug, Lady Bug 


Winter evenings, early darkness, 

salad, spaghetti, Wonder Bread, crocheted table cloth. 
Round the dining room table 

six kids, mommy, daddy. The dog outside. 


Known for unselfish commitment, 

the rarely-seen father looks after social concerns. 
Fluttering wings of the daily newspaper 

tell him important political events. 


Calloused and strong from moving 

raw stacks of lumber one by one, his fists 
crush individual sheets of paper 

into rough-formed wads. 


Newsprint and type, ads and political commentary 
on top of bowls, plates, silverware. 

The circle, curious of the silent lesson, 

flesh twinkles. Something mysterious -- fun? 


Abruptly the peculiar game ends, 
his neck, swollen red veins 
match his glassy eyes, 

the lesson of his voice thunders, 


"Is there something someone wants to tell me." 
He requires an admission of guilt, 

heads tilt down as eyes question glance. 
Someone must cough up, what is his riddle? 


A chrome lighter moves from his cigarette pack, 
touches the newsprint mountain, 

red and yellow paint of crawling fire 

implores quivering lips, 


children bolt from wooden chairs, 

but his scorching voice is more terrifying 
than dinner's torrid flames. 

Obedient bottoms freeze in proper places. 


Tears, cries and pleas beg to leave this buffet, 
flames reach deep into child spirits. 


Move, run, escape, 
legs dance on and off chairs. 


Their animalness wants to desert, 

but they are gripped by his impromptu court, 
his command clear, 

"Learn what fire can do," 


orders of paternal wisdom, 

parents must teach right from wrong. 
Lady bug, lady bug fly away home, 
your house is ... 


The mother is allowed to douse the tutoring flames, 
the sharp sizzle signals release, 

children cling to the street's open air. 

A boy notices his peed trousers, 


fears a new wrath, 

to their beds without finishing 
the wet gray dinner remaining, 
under brittle Mercury News ash. 


Silently lying in respective beds 

the children go over how bad they have been, 
playing with fire is irresponsible, 

dangerous and frightening. 


Their bodies full of anger and hate, 
just goes to show 

how bad they are. Inside 

the family home is family business. 


Pitter-Patter 


Don't tell grandma 
it will break her 
heart, 


grandpa chases 
her daughter and grand-daughter 
around the house, 


the object of his 
public affection 
is their breasts and bottoms. 


His eyes leer 
at getting 
them to bed. 


There is no family 
secrecy 
to his intentions, 


the children's eyes 
burn 
with the violation. 


Don't tell grandma, 
it will break 
our illusion. 


Mommy's Little Man 


Screams plead through the grain of a paneled door. 
She doesn't want the neighbor's greasy breath. 
He seeded her a child before. 
Echoes ring through plaster walls. 
At seven a little boy has to be mama's man. 
When daddy left he was told his newest role. 


Through the door frame the boy sees 
a man -- his Bucky Beaver buddy. 
"Get off my mama, leave her alone, go away." 
The bubble stuck in his throat 
won't let the words pass. 
His words never leave the cry of his mind. 


She screams, "get out of here." 
He turns, closing the glass doorknob, 
closing off the memory, the room, 
Buck forcing himself between 
the wedge of mama's naked legs, 
closing off the man's retreat. 


She never talks with words 
about what happened 
in the half twilight 
of the morning sun 
beyond the glass doorknob. 


Each night the chesterfield 
and a large chair, 
along with the stuffed rocker 
and a wooden dresser, 
are piled against 
the vulnerable front door. 


In silence the weight 


of mommy's little man 
helps rearrange the living room, 
each night and morning 
the high pitched scratching of the flooring 
reflects back from the emptying room. 


He can't remember why 
they started this ritual 
only a few days ago. 
He only knows he feels 
guilt with each rebuilding 
and demolition of the nightly fortress. 


Selling Babies 


Twelve children born, 
seven illegitimate, 
four adopted away at birth. 
The children left at home 
want to quit being beaten, 
want to no longer eat out of garbage cans, 


want to stop fearing for their lives, 
want to be adopted out as well. 
But hearts do not thirst 
to embrace the ripping 
truth of maternal rejection. 
She is unreserved in her hate 


of brats and bother. 
Besides babies are easier to get rid of, 
babies are cute and cuddly, 


they're not suppose to carry 
other peoples problems. 
No one wants older children, she complains. 


The initial contact for the secret transaction 
is through a friend's friend. 
Picking up change by sipping ginger ale 
filled cocktails 
the friend meets a lot of people. 
The private arrangements are very tidy 


with the bar room adoption agency. 
Quietly selling each baby, of rape, money or 
uncaring lack of contraception 
gets all parties a little bit 
of what they want. 
The young child still at home needs to talk 


about the long series of babies 
being given away at birth. 
His mother, nearly a child herself 
is outraged he broke the family's hush 
to a long questioning school nurse 
who he says cares. 


How dare he openly trespass 


the universal law of family secrecy. 
His heart is breaking a thousand cracks. 


Dying at Birth 


An even dozen, children. 
No food, 
no money, 
no time, 
no patience, 
no care. 


Being pregnant gives her feeling, 
she relishes in the glow of her filling body, 
she becomes the pregnant child within, 
before birth was simply the only time she had 
her own mother before being taken away 
as a severely neglected baby, 


in utero was the only time her mother had 
her mother before dying in childbirth, 
her womb was the only time her children had 
her before being emotionally abandoned 
and physically abused in infancy, 
her heart still aches for the missing babies. 


Indulgence 


He's older, 
she's graying, 
he asks why 
so many pregnancies. 
She candidly replies, 


"I guess it was the one time I felt 


loved." 


Tying Knots 


She's gone to give birth 
to a child by rape, 
a rape he saw, 
a rape he did nothing about. 
Today, one more in the long line of babies 
is to be given up; 


he surrenders to the benevolence of death, 
a final means of coping. 
Fortunately/unfortunately he is found 
dangling off the solitary bunk bed rail. 
His listless body, mucus and blood dripped, 
frail and barely living, spasms -- 


a tattered flag faintly waving 
in the winds of her abandonment. 


A crying brother slices him down. 
His numbness comes to amongst weeping 


questions of siblings. 
"How can you do this to mom? 
Her life is hard enough, 
she's in the hospital." 


He regrets he ever tried to go away. 
He seeks refuge deeper inside, 
words, thoughts are mislaid even further; 
mommy's little man will take care 
of her, will listen to her. 
He never looks past the glass doorknob. 


What is a baby worth? 
His child mind could only find an explanation at the end 
of a meticulously knotted clothes line. 


Flower Vendors 


Beans, chili, corn bread is cheap; 

it doesn't matter, the remains 

of a welfare check is far away 

from the stomachs of raw children. 
When You Got No 
Food And Everyone 
Else Is Cookin Dinner 


In a store dumpster, food 

for one or two, but rarely for six 

to have dinner in America's lap. 

The children walk eight blocks away, 


Somehow It Seems 
You Are To Blame, 
You Have Done Somethin 


these houses do not recognize 

their worn clothes. White sidewalks, 

dark soil turned up to the warm sun, 

flowers perfect, brush-cut grass, edge trimmed. 


To Deserve 
Not Havin. 
Even As A Child, 


Only the finest blossoms are snatched, 
arranged in bouquets, ribbon tied, 

their bounty will fetch lard, 

spanish onions and a bag of pinto beans. 


You feel 
Ashamed 
And guilty. 


Painted shutters, half drawn curtains, 
manicured yard, mail in the box. Go. 
The filtered shuffle after the bell, 
good sign, try not to look down. 


Hold the flowers up high. 

Her kind thank you after 
being handed the day's mail 
loosens the lump in his throat. 


At school 
Kids Have Food, 
Good Food, 


The woman shows no sign 

of recognizing her neighbor's flowers. 
A dime finds the young thief's hand. 
Dinner tonight! 


And Treats 
And They Sit 
Next To You 


The chattering swarm moves 

from block to block. 

The three and four year old, 

less deformed by time, make the best team. 


At Lunch Eatin, 
Eatin What You Crave, 
Simply Eatin Enough. 


After a couple of good hits 


dazed excitment takes 
a cluster of full bloomed roses 
back to the yard which released them. 


Kids Trade Good Things 
And You Got Shit 
To Trade, Another Sign. 
The neat dress's lashing 
tongue snaps 

back the child's mislaid lump, 

no words come to the dry mouth 

and chapped lips, legs will not move. 


Second Hand Children 


Barbed shrills pierce, 

"No one wants older children. 

You'd sit forever in the children's shelter." 
Daydreams of cold rooms, cruel people, 

the Story Road shelter he has never entered. 


The Nash junker passes the CKEY radio tower, 
green building and neon sign, 

next door -- the red brick shelter, hidden 
behind evergreens, a gravel driveway; 

shelter rooms invade night sleep. 


If a child is not wanted 

by a mother or father, 

who would choose them? 

How bad and rotten is a child 

that they would be given away? 

Why can't he see her needs, respect her, 
appreciate all she does, all she gives up? 


It breaks his soul that they might 
be adopted out to separate families. 
How much will they see each other again? 


If they weren't such bad children this The little bitch can't be sleazy 
would never have to happen? Why can't he change? every weekend, 

Why can't he see how he is supposed to change? will quit getting knocked up. 
Why can't he make her happy? 


Daily he imagines death, heaven, 


he doesn't want to envision hell. Isolation, the young woman paces the cage of her home, 
When they are all dead: points the 38 revolver at her kids, 
will the broken family be reunited? demands they kneel in a neat row, 
will some end up in heaven, some end up in hell? beg, beg, beg for forgiveness. 
will they all reassemble in one people-filled chamber She wants nights out, 
before being sent to rooms of judgement? 
from heaven and hell will they be able to see each other? men till dawn, skinny dipping in the creek, 
when death takes place will they even recognize each other? chevy racing to the ocean on barroom bets, 
the good single life. 


He knows it is his fault, 
no one else would put up with children like them. 
His worthlessness aches. 
He goes away, deep inside, alone, separate from the world. She will show her mother, 
He feels betrayed, but he is not sure how. if she can't have a man 
then she will take her son, 
suck on his life while she rubs 
hers in his face, 


stick her finger right where he deserves it, 
stimulate everything she can on the boy, 
have him, have him 


till he is blind, 
Isolation till his eyes can no longer remember, 
till the shock sends him to another place. 
The Grandmother moves her unwed daughter 
and her daughter's seven kids 
out to the small town, 
the bar a two mile walk, 
the daughter's old haunt ten miles. 


Returning Broom 


A coiled up ball, arms, head, 
legs twisted, pulled in; 
a cat's ball of yarn -- 
her adult body, 
flung back to her child world. 


Children watching their mother 
and their mother's mother 
dancing beyond consciousness. 
Blows from another 
crisp new broom handle 


echo not only against the sheet- 
rock walls, but ricochet through 
the rooms of seven children's lives. 
The mother further curles her reddened limbs 
and face into the green leaves of the chairs upholstery. 
Grandma's white screams burst 
at her veins like a Michael Angelo 
marble crested in the silk 
of her platinum hair. 
The wood begs to separate on grain lines 


used to count the age of trees, 
only a jagged stump of dowel 
and the twisted straw of a broom's head 
remains in grandma's hands. 
Chips, long splinters of tan 


and blue wood lie like glittering 
fragments of memory strewn about 
on the living room floor. 
The broom stick ceases 
the call of welts 


upon her grown child, 
now the salt 
of the mother's mother's words cuts 
into the decaying corpse 
of a woman/child. 


The mother's mother's lips ring 
with the same ripping lashes 
the mother has kissed her own children with. 
A child wants to stop Grandma's inferno. 
Will she only turn her tide to him? 


The cream station wagon leaves 
as quietly as it came, 
the calm of the house burns 
with the absorbing silence of settled ashes, 
a grey broadloom under a single mom family: 


In the hidden quiet of a back ditch 
one child cries about food 
that will not come 
because of the few dollars needed 
for one more in a long series of brooms; 


Slowly washing dishes 
the oldest girl rehearses over and over 
how she must have caused the morning's rain 
which plunged and drenched mommy 
into a curled ball of hopelessness; 


Bible in hand 
one of the youngest voices prays for forgiveness, 
for being bad, for mommy not understanding 
grandma is only trying to help, 
for all the little children of the world; 


Tightly closing a closet door 
a numb teen burrows deep, 
deep under two months undone ironing, 
biting, biting, biting deep into a tear- 
stung arm, fighting fear and self blame; 


Unable to remember the morning 
another child, stomach aching, 
finds a tattered book, 
looks for distraction to fill 
the isolation of a perfect world; 


When the festering of her raised bruises 
is shared with one child he will tell the 
the hospital he fell, 
boxes on pink insurance forms will carefully 
receive the proper x's, slashes and comments; 


When they sew him up 
with the guts of a cat, 
his story doesn't wash, 
but why bother -- 
It is a lower class cycle. 


A Little Respect is all She Asks 


Old Mother Hubbard went to the cupboard 
the cupboard needed to be bared. 
Metal doors snap 
open shut, 
open shut 
their sharp clanging announces her call. 
The audience of seven children run 
from every corner of the young woman's shoe, 
they are so many they don't know what to do. 


Her out-stretched hands cradle 

a pile of dishes, 

their journey to the wall takes barely a second, 
singing fragments of sharp glass 

reflect sparkles in all directions. 

Her audience is dazed, bound 

by the thunderclap of breaking dishes. 

She reminds them how undeserving they are 
of her freely given love. 


One by one the contents of each shelf is painted 
across the flesh of the kitchen walls, 
ceiling, floor. 
Silverware, 
pots and pans 
sew little hearts to her melody of discipline. 
Insect spray mingles with broken bowls, 
cups, 
glasses which no longer can contain. 
The fridge door bruise kisses a child's shoulder, 
she feeds the meager refrigerated staples 
of the-long-ago spent welfare check 
to the growing monster on the floor. 


One last survey of the cupboards 

finds a solitary box standing upright, 

the container takes a wild jerking sweep 

of the inflamed room, 

corn flakes spray the air 

with the wailing vapour of her hazy vignette. 


Her fury enters the assembled horde. 
Looks on child faces question 
whether to part 
and make way, 


or donate their child bodies. 
Can their flesh or blood soothe her pain? 


She deems they have not yet heard 

the grave depths of her plea. 

She heads into the dining room, 

frayed shoes cleave the war-strung rubble. 


Bureau drawers mingle with over-turned chairs, 


the capsized table scrawls a dent 
as its legs point towards the heavens 
while sliding down a dirty handprint wall. 


In hypnotic trance 
the obedient mob moves on 
to hear further of her story 
of not being appreciated. 
Pictures 
on top of chesterfield, on top of lamps, 


on top of knick-knacks, on top of chairs. 


Still they can not hear, 
she will show them 
where they are most vulnerable, 
where she confidently anticipates 
they are certain to listen 
to the desperation of her life's epic. 


On the way to the children's bedrooms 
she celebrates her release 

with a shower 

from three packed closets, 


the hallway floor becomes thick 
with a jungle of displaced cotton and polyester. 


The narrow view past a punctured 
mahogany hollow core door, 
half ripped 
off its brass plated Stanley hinges, 
finally brings a momentary tear 
from the long calloused flesh of an older boy's eyes. 
The picture of his recently painted 
dresser drawer in pieces against a bent head- 
board overshadows the mattress and springs twisted 
like a deja-vu dream 
from which he perpetually does not want to wake 
only to find this is the stark burden of reality. 


Quickly guilt and self blame 
returns him to her reality. 
There is no room for his tears, 
he is too awash in the anguish 
of what a bad disrespectful child 
he most certainly must be 
to cause such a caring mother 
to have to go to such extreme measures 
to show her displeasure 
at how she is treated by selfish, 
self-centered, fighting, screaming children. 


The metal closet doors release 

a hollow ricochet as they crash 

becoming a cover 

to what little material goods 

have been cast his undeserving way. 
Curled ends of hangers 


straighten out as she tugs 
downward on clumps of clothes, 
added decoration 
to the collage of his life 
shining on the floor. 


He is lucky to have her 

for a mother. 

No one else would care 

for children as bad as they are. 
Her comment to these children moves on, 
its primary meaning is far more subtle 


and simple then the first dramatic impression. 


The anger, rage, hurt, lack of appreciation 
seething through the relentless metaphors 
she has shown the gathered procession 
of innocent helpless children 
has real roots in her own abuse 
and neglect as a child. 


When all the rooms are finally devoured 
by her unmet need to be heard 
the front door provides her escape. 
The non-stop scream of accusations 
of their lack of love is ended 
with a blood dripped claim, 
"If I die you kids will finally know 
how much I do for you." 


The clatter and grind of shifting gears, 


the growling rev of the straining engine, 
the screech of the thread worn tires 
back and forward sliding 
out of the prison of her driveway 
are exclamation marks on her death threat. 
Each street, each turn repeats the shattering 
mechanical chorus of her accusing anguish. 
The last deafening glimpse 
of the vanishing car is a winding slide 
past the eroded clay rifle pit before being absorbed 
by the shadows of the narrow canyon. 


Time passes: 
she returns to a well cleaned house. 


Time passes: 
he is learning how to appreciate all she does. 


Time passes: 
he buys her plastic dishes 


for a special mother's day gift. 
This is wonderful he is certain 
their pliability will serve her well. 
She can throw them at milk splattered walls, 
pound her feet on them, safely press 
into them the torment she feels inside. 
When she returns from the solitude 
of her next suicide race 
through the clean air of the unchild-cluttered roads 
the cupboard will not be as bare, 
the dent in the welfare check 
from rebuilding the war ravaged house 
will not have to cut so deep into her heart, 
the neat stacks of unbroken red and blue 
plastic cups, 


bowls, 
plates 
side by side 
will remind her 
the children are sorry, 
they love her 
and will respect and obey. 
The note on the card-- 
Mother, 
Words can not say how much 
I love you and will always 


appreciate all you unselfishly do. 


Writing Sermons 


The boy and girl sit 
next to the preacher, 
bible in hand, sermon notes 
spread about the bed. 
He gathers and rearranges 
the word of God. 


Child fingers, toes, tingle 
from rare attention 
pouring from the heavens. 


In the dim night-stand light 
bodies grow relaxed, 
minds become sleepy 
from the sway of chapter-verse, 
chapter-verse chanting. 
Speaking of god and love 


brings on the trance, 
the man forgets 
his mortal anxiety. 


Now omnipotent, 
beyond control 
of the guilt-ridden world 
he's dominated by, 
he no longer needs 
the bottomless anesthesia of the bottle. 


The religious split 
provides inebriation, 
transposes rage 


into gentle touch 
of little girl feet and hair. 
The stiffness in his pants 
melts with god and child, 
past and present, 
as the meaning of love 


gets lost in old pain. 
Her panties are soft 
as his distorted face...... 


At church he is known 
for his generosity and understanding, 
they say he is one of the best, 
saves a lot of lost souls, 
brings them in from the cold, 
turns their lives around, he knows suffering. 


Transvestite Boy 


Calm pervades the walls of violence. he no longer deserves violent assaults and sexual disgust. 
Cries of children, silent, Leaving the sickening corpse which is male 
echoes buried in family walls. he searches for the feminine inside his body. 


In the closet smelling like her, 
shoe boxes impulsively rammaged, 
her pistol not in its usual carton. 


Sexual terror and revulsion, pulling 
back the plastic shower curtain. 

No naked body covered in blood, 
no two hundred and eighty pounds 
shrouded in pink baby dolls, 

no gaping hole from a pistol 
placed to the top of a mouth. 


No one home, violence 

momentarily subsided, safety 
impersonated by filtered street sounds 
emphasizing domestic stillness. 

The dark air of the house becomes sexual. 
Each shaking breath fills cells 

with terror and arousal; 


sweat on his hand alive 

as he turns the cold metal knob, 

the ironing closet filled 

four feet high, wrinkled clothes. 

His reach fearful and frantic, 

searching for the pillow case 

filled with satin, lace and ribbon 

sewn into garments he does not deserve. 


A second hand prom dress 

found deep within the pile 

shows him what it is like to be loved. 
Becoming a girl -- 


He is certain their plunderings of his being 
are because some day he will be a man. 


The seed of male is inside, 


he would give anything to have it ripped out. 


He knows if they see his woman body, 
they will love his perversion 

and despise and hate him, as well. 
Laughter and sexual come-ons will precede 
welts to his flesh. 

The terror of getting caught 

not as enormous as need 

to be soft, loved, accepted. 


Nylons ravaged from another room, 
limp white bra yellow 
and brown along threadbare edges. 


He surveys the fragile reprieve, beyond 
the shield of the flimsy bathroom lock, 
guessing will he be discovered 

in the secrecy of a humiliating pageant 
he is conscripted to immutably re-enact. 


He undresses, socks mated 
filling one breast, 


the other breast swollen 

with underwear. 

Multicolored Fruit of the Loom 
label kissing his undeveloped chest 
rather than the small of his back. 
Panty hose slowly rolled up his legs, 
their clinging caress brings his penis 
to the top of the coarse elastic. 


With each rearrangement of clothes 
his psyche creates a new order. 


Satin slides down his body. Fear 
swelling, if the zipper closes 

him in -- will it zip back down again? 
But his troubled body is more tempted 
by the snug fit, 

the firm embrace 

of satin and frills, 

his need to find safety 

in the body of a woman. 


Stretched toes reach for 
the revealing view, 

the mirror which tells him 
what his family never does. 
He is worth being loved. 


No Goodbyes 


The stepfather's empty six pack 


punches form awkward arcs 
gnawing away her deformed mask. 
She vicious cat glares back 

with tight jaw intimidation. 


Her fist -- a twisting whitecap, 

yet a child voice bleats 

from her two hundred and eighty pound fortress -- 
the armour of an epoch of abuse. 


His coarse hands at her throat, 
rage blue veins swell 

on his reddened neck. 

The stable of children cry, 
"Stop, don't hurt her. 
Momma." 


The boy mental checkers scenes -- 

her beatings about his legs, back, genitals. 

his child face pouring blood from her rampages, 
assaults not acceptable from strangers. 

But in this moment she is momma. The mommy 
he wants to have love and protect him. 


The boy strikes the body 

who boasts of killing 

in WWII. Child arms disappear 
around the man's swollen neck. 
Thinning hair collides 

with the fridge 

which promenades into the wall. 


The boy, an observer, watches a body 

flipped by his own hip, 

the torso dropping onto a crouched knee, 

he cannot believe he is trying to break a spine, 
his stepfather lying limp. He has lost his love, 


has he gained her's and a special place? 


The man lies in the circle of children. 
She shuns the boy, a hollow victory. 
The mommy he risked protecting 
tells him, "You will have to leave," 
he has not shown respect 

to his stepfather, her husband. 


No discussion, no questions asked, 

no apologies, no explanations, no excuses. 
A path way clears to the dirty 

beige front door with a broom hole 
puncturing the lower left hand corner. 

A numb fog abruptly hits the boy's head 
which earlier avoided the man's fists. 


Standing in a square of concrete 

his back the only surveyor 

of the home that was his 

before the stepfather brought his bible 
and a back seat and trunk full of boxes 


from a hot plate rooming house downtown. 


The boy has the clothes he is wearing 
and a sweaty gym suit hanging in a locker. 


He moves a couple of steps right, 
then back past his momentary post, 
heads for a dirt carpet 

under bushes at school, 


fear of discovery sends him towards the hills, 


a dazed walk brings his thumb out 


to cool eucalyptus air, a car 
going to another town. 


He suburb walks, probes sounds inside 

houses, stands outside one house 

losing time, a frozen stupor on the sidewalk, 
moves on to another block, 

more yards, shrubbery, cars, the smell 

of sprinklers hissing at lawns. The house of friends 
is passed several times before he knocks. 


She calls 

to say his voice is not welcome 

on the phone. A box of clothes comes. 
He is not allowed to clear his dresser, 
see his bed, talk to brothers or sisters 
at their house. 


He is chased from childhood 

with out a good-bye 

going out or coming in. 

She phones for money, times are tight. 


Il. MOST ANY BLOCK 


Daily News 35 cents 


The meat of the rump and tender loins 
sizzle as the wedges 
of the hot fork press 
into the memory of the screaming child: 
get your stinking ass out of here, 
I don't want to look at you. 


A tenant running home 
in the cold rain found him. 
Outside, naked, shivering, 

skin red, beating welts rising 
above the clammy goose bumps. 
The news paper said, 


"His feet were tied, 
his mouth taped 
to muffle the screams 
and then he was hung 
upside-down from a door 
and beaten. 


Mom lost control, 
to the judge she pleaded, 
'I just lost control,’ 


Tt is the only way I know... 
I know it is not the best way." 
Everyone loses control, now and then. 


Discipline, 
I must regain control 
of him. 
I was raised that way. 
"I spanked and kicked 
and hit him with a belt. 


He does a lot of crazy things 
and I came to the end of my rope." 
After all the five year old son-of-a bitch 
was bad, out in the parking lot 
his ball broke the head- 
light of a neighbor's car. 


The newspaper gives the hideous crime 
page eight. -- A tough hockey guy 
sleeping in, missing a game, 
rates front page. He told the reporter, 
"I'm really scared right now." 
"I just can't believe I let it go this far." 


You know, everyone loses control, now and then. 


Just Starting Life 


Beer bottles fly at the dangling mailbox 
as the train of revving Chevies and Fords 
peel away from the country road 
into the remains of the abandoned farm. 
One raised '56 carries her spirited laugh. 
Up the drive dust settles on fruit 


trees, painted with curled leaves, 
boughs splitting from the weight 
of neglect. The worm-pocked fruit 
does not hear day long sounds 


which beg through the scrolled gingerbread trim 

hanging down to the veranda. The fallen 

front door lying as a drawbridge whose chains 

have been eaten by the dragons 

of rust and vandalism does not see beyond 
the busted foyer into the lost world 
of faded floral wallpaper and hanging 
chandeliers flippantly ravaged by years 
of drunken partyers, numb from escape, 
seasons of hunters shooting at their own 


hidden ghosts,children raging with the anger 
they can't show in sedated, well 
disciplined families back in the valley. 
Without eyes the split open staircase 
looks down on the kitchen cupboards ripped 
from the walls; looks down on 
the decayed mattress surrounded by sheets 
of horse hair plaster, peeled back 
justto hear the empty thud as they hit 
the floor; looks down on a few foot stomped 


pots and dishes, reminders. 

Here, on the filth strewn floor, 

thirty good heartedboys 

from the local high school -- 

nice guys, jocks and working boys 
from good families, healthy boys 
with twenty-twenty vision, sons -- 
take her teenaged innocence and rape, 
putting into her not only their bodies, 
but beer bottles and sticks and whatever. 


For one whole drunken, drug filled Sunday You tell me 


they tear up her swollen flesh and her soul. his body shook, 

The gutless paper like most the town says nothing. trembled, vibrated. 

The police: what was she doing up there, He even faked death 

she must have asked for it, who you gonna charge any way, in hopes you would leave, 
you wanna wreck thirty boys lives? walk away. 


The gentle breeze 


like the sea gull 
Meditating Life passed by 
unnoticing. 
Where the water touches the land's edge Sounds of the coast 
I feel more whole. My soul self like a meditation. 
feels safe in the pouncing roar, Brother, you tell me, 
as the ocean laps the sand. feigning death did not work 
Breeze, salt air, fresh against my face. so he desperately struggled 
Sun warms my flesh like a good massage. again. Then his body vibrated, 
spasmed, 

You tell me it was there you finally left him, limp, 

it happened, 

just a spontaneous act, 

No forethought, and walked away. 

No reason or challenge, Just one of life's experiences. 

No overt cause. What do I do with my love for you? 
Brother, I once loved you, 
but now? 
A man sitting on a cliff's edge, The Senseless Cycle 
ocean some two hundred feet below. 
A stranger you had never seen before, I scream in rage 
a life, living, enjoying the sea. at the abuse 

inflicted upon you 

You tell, but even now I fight as a child, 

to avoid hearing it, not wanting by our mother, 

to comprehend the finality. by our father, 


Picking him up your Viet Nam trained 
arm surrounded his throat. 
Sunshine bathed both of you. but now a third human 


you have taken. 


In helplessness I see pictures 

of you as a young boy, 

twisted by life. 

I scream and cry, Mommy 
Mommy 
Mommy. 


I see your abuse-- 

how you were mercilessly beaten -- 
but these three 

innocent young men... 


The ocean pounds 
below the cliff, 
while a person leaves humanity; 
Traffic churns on the street 
beside the alley, 
while two people leave humanity. 
The walls sat mute 
as your boy self whimpered 


while your soul was stripped of humanity. 


A Sentence of Memories 


I listened to your story, 
of the death of three people, 
of what their bodies felt like, 
of what your body felt like, 
as they left the living, 
you are alive today, 
you are free. 


The only punishment 
you have had for your crimes 
is your memories 


of victimizing, 
and of being abused. 
How long 


will you go on, 
how will life continue 
to victimize you, 


or how will you abuse others? 
I do not have the answers. 
I do not know the solutions. 


The Wise and Noble Pervert 


Curtains blow past shards 

of broken glass in aluminum frames 
their tattered cotton waves 

like lapping tongues telling 

the street of the life inside. 


The breeze freely blowing 

does little to remove fumes 

of goat, rabbit, cat, dog shit-tiles 

and other squalor heralding his freedom, 
professing his contempt of social decorum. 


He claims his mind roams 

along the very edges of human potential. 
His words are mute for months at a time, 
he claims, no one else is intelligent enough 
to follow his soaring. 


To enlighten his grown child, 

he pulls down his fly, 

exposes his hair crowned god, 

to the odour filled room. Lying limp in his hand, 
his contribution to the emptiness of fatherhood, 


his word-masturbation with jerking lips 

turns into sexual liberation to whip himself 

in front of his teenaged daughter and her husband. He taunts: 
she is the slime that came out of the end 

of the piece of himself limp in his life-gnawed fist. 


At his funeral scattered friends and relatives, 

awe at his vast intelligence which isolated him. 
Their eulogies -- self blame for not understanding 
this most noble of men. He would agree, 

laugh down at them, their worthlessness. 


Screw him: he lacks boundaries, his puke and shit-ridden 
nirvana is a crippled dissociated escape 

from a violent childhood where his child body was used 
as a toilet for hate and sexual abuse he never deserved 
and no child could have ever asked for. 


The circle he lashed on his children was the same vicious 
kiss of love that was planted in crevices of his body, 

the blame he placed on his children and the world 
belongs to the parents of his buried little child inside. 


I can understand him, but I can not forgive his senselessness. 


Sunday Prostitution 


The atheist sends his kids off 
to the Sunday School propaganda 
he despises and fanatically ridicules. 


The walk up the hill momentarily breaks 
their bond with her relentless lashes, 
each step takes her memory further away. 


The Sunday School door barely closes 
and he opens her bedroom door. 
He uses the god he doesn't believe in. 


Sitting in folding chairs, 
wooden slats rattle, stories, songs 
of love for all the little boys and girls. 


Each Sunday he indulges in adultery with 
his first wife. Who used to be best 
friends with the now second wife. 


Red and yellow, black and white 
they are precious to his sight, 
praying for forgiveness with all their might. 


She was his first lover 
and no woman will ever replace 
her position in his heart or pants. 


Red and swollen, black and blue 
they wonder if Jesus loves them too, 
mommy saying they are so rotten. 


His pants flung over the bed post, 
her secret way of getting even 
with the former best friend. 


The arm pit stench teacher 
speaks of lambs, bullrushes, 
cradles, olives, of killing first born. 


She laughs at revenge, he laughs 
at God and kids. They laugh together 
as the headboard knocks at the wall. 


Sometimes the children silently cry 
while singing hymns of how their God 
lovingly watches over everyone. 


They ignore the time he'd jumped heaven 
high as he could climb, the way gravity 
returned a knee to her child filled belly. 


Cookies, watered down Kool-Aid at the end 
of service, Sunday morning's breakfast. 
Gravity and hope carries them back down the hill. 


While he was two jobs worn 
she got pregnant with the man 
next door in this same squeaking bed. 


The Sunday morning quiet of Mario's 
Five and Dime is the stop over 


for God's children filling kid needs. 


Whennot in Sunday morning embrace, 


they telephone fight over $125. 
monthly for six kids. 


The candy counter picks up a few 
pennies and nickels which missed the Lord's 
wicker basket moving past little hands. 


She wants more support money, 
her words careful, not wanting 
to threaten her lay of revenge. 


They are lucky, the grocery store 
out-back garbage bin releases fresh fruit, 
Saturday's bruises are eaten around. 


The children from the first marriage pay 
the tab for his Sunday-morn prostitution 
with empty bowls and tattered clothes. 


Arriving home daddy is there 
takes them out for a Sunday drive 
into the country and God's fresh air. 


He has another family of five to feed, 
moving up in houses, a second patio, a 
ski boat, concert tickets, a third car. 


He mocks their waste of Sunday morning. 
God is made of green cheese 
and peanut butter, is his toxic insult. 


He drives by model homes, stops the car, 
on second thought drives away, claims 
they're clothed like hicks, wearing rags, 
gives his brush with baking soda lecture. 


A Window 


Four masks piled 
in the corner, 
torn twisted faces, 
self portraits 
pleading for recognition. 


Flesh and bone pushed 
to its gnarled extreme, 
eyes hollow, 

lips protruding, 
the ghosts of neglect. 


They never saw 
his real face 
stung by their cold 
distance from each other, 
from him--chasing after them. 


He quit seeing 
himself needing, 
reaching for empty arms, 
it hurt too much. 
He now makes masks, 


looking for a window-- 
into himself, 
out to the world, 
looking for an end 
to a lifetime of loneliness. 


They Took the Shy Away 


On the floor 
crying his grief empty, 
stumps of crayons 
release shades 
from black to red. 


His lip curls 
out and forward, 
cheeks draw up 
to squinting eyes, 
tear filled and red. 


His chest heaves 
forward and up, 
stretching with each scream, 
caving in and down 
with each returning breath. 


He wants them 
to be together. 
They're supposed to be 
here, 
a family. 


No one explained 
the separation. 
Now he draws colors, 
pounding black 
on butcher paper. 


In the background 
the stereo blares 
over and over and over-- 
The Rolling Stones 
Gimme Shelter. 


The Caring Voice 


I get into the shiny car 


I feel special. 
An adult who wants time 
with me, go to his house, 
A man who is friendly. 
We look at trade magazines 


I do not understand, 
but, he wants me in his world. 
My parents don't have time. 
He asks lots of questions, 
wants to know my interests, 
he really cares. 


I feel special. I talk 
about Houdini, my hero, 
the escape artist. 
From the big chest beside the bed 
he pulls black leather straps, 
hand cuffs, chains, locks. 


This man must truly be a professional 
magician, a real escape artist. 
The adrenaline flows, I couldn't get luckier. 
He ties me up with a rope. I get out 
with a struggle. He laughs and applauds 
my efforts and success. 


I am swimming, 
the fever of attention. 
As the chains go on 
I am certain I can slip them off. 
But then, the shiny chrome hand cuffs -- 
fear I will disappoint him. 


The rope around my neck 
tightens with my efforts. 
I am not the escapist 
my child voice claimed. Now he will know. 
Our short friendship will be over 
because of my failure. 


He tickles my ribs 
his hands reach for my pants, 
he is laughing. 
He tells me I am his. 
I realize I am in complete bondage, 
my buttocks his destination. 


There is no escape. 
Adrenalin flows from fear. 
I am splitting, separating. 
Looking down on our bodies 
I wonder: How long 
will my life last? How 


much blood will be 
spilled? How will he clean 
up the mess? How will he 
dispose of my body? I think of the pieces 
he will have to smuggle out in the shiny car. 
My parents are going to be mad at me. 


Unlike the trip in the other direction 
no words are spoken. 
The door is pushed open 
by an arm which crosses my chest. 
He drops me off 
right where he picked me up. 


I do not look back 
as the car drives away. 
I will tell 

no one, 

I only wanted the specialness. 


Protect the Children 


Through that echo 
that comes out 
of public lavatories 


I hear the breaking of a child. 


Hand mercilessly slapping 


unclothed flesh, 


he cries and screams 
from the tin cubicle, 


helpless. 
The slapping stops, 
but the crying 
stays--till 

a thick voice 

hollers, 

"quiet down!" 
I will wait, 
tell her -- 
"what for," 

minutes pass 

when finally 

they appeared 
mommy has 
a big smile, 
she is boss. 

I tell her, 

"you are 

a real bitch." 
She raises 
her backhand 
in indignation, 

snarling, 

"I can smack you 

if you want." 
They leave me 
crying 
in public. 


As much for the memories 
of me, as for the little one 
in her tow. 


Ill. NOBODY'S BUSINESS 
Companions in Old Age 


Peering 
through the window, 
her naked body 
cleansing in the bath, 
his eyes six pack reddened 
contrast to graying hair 


glistening silver 
reflections in summer 
sunlight. 
His pants harden 
in response to sneaking peeks 
at her small naked body, 


swelling 
his inebriation prevents 
when sprawled in 
the marriage bed 
next to his worn bible 
and long decayed ministry notes. 


His eyes follow 
the bar of soap 
stroking her fresh body 
still in innocence. 
His Budweiser soaked brain 
thinks his hands are the bar 
of lathered soap on her flesh. 


The wooden box he stands on creaks a thunder clap, 


lost in his split from reality 
he does not see 
child eyes trying to focus 
on what her young mind does 
not want to bear. 


At the slightly open window 
weathered pock marks and wrinkles, 


signs of his wisdom while at the pulpit, 


become blinding deformities -- 
an invasion deep 
into her tender body. 


Muscles wrapping her child frame 
turn into rigid hardness, 
a momentary barrier 
to an intrusive violation. 
The rape by his window crack glares 
has shattered her. 
A mouth opens to scream 
but sounds will not leave 
her sight torn flesh. 
Her breath loosens 
her metallic hardness, 
releases a siren of acid. 


Hardness returns to her flesh, 
she clutches protection: 
drapery of a ragged towel, 
rubs her washed body 
dry of every sparkle of water, 
her skin feels soiled. 


Daylight has unmasked 
the recurring man running 
the cowardly silhouette 
at her moon lit window, the fearful 
perverted peeping tom 
who haunted her 


for months of sleepless nights -- 
is the macho gutless whimp 


of her step father. Without 

jury for the sham of deceit- 
ful denial he should be promptly Quiet Rider 
thrown in the street side gutter 


and have both heads smashed in. The boy pays for time. 
The mother asks, "Who Services 
will I have after you children sexual fantasies 
go your separate ways?" 
She pleads for peace and silence, in ride after ride. 


a contract of vigilance arranged. 
Grandfather smokes Lucky Strikes, 


Verdict declared, a hand down between his legs, 
children sentenced: the steering wheel jerks 
the oldest daughter, like the gas pedal. 


the oldest son, 
assigned the charge 
to protect the younger child The migraine from each drive lasts 
till the following day, 
from a man whose unmanageable lust 
cannot achieve an erection 


with his lonely wife. any thought of riding 
Marital bliss saved. in grandfather's station wagon 
They should have makes the boy's stomach nauseous and head dizzy, 


a lot to talk about in old age. 
but the boy feels obligated 


Protecting Sister and at times pleased to have something. 
Frantically waking To this day butane lighter smells 
from a soaking dream make the years' distance fresh, 
the boy's hand grabs brings car sickness to the boy now man. 
a freshly sharpened axe, 


but paralyzed eyes can not look 
into the winter night. 


Spitting Gravel 


The detour is taken when the nervous crotch 
rubbing brings the scout 
leader to another reality. 
A good AA member, 
he no longer needs booze, 


sex becomes his inebriation which releases. 
The boy's hollow mouth in a soft face 
becomes the silent vessel which in numbness 
provides the man's passage beyond 
long held in anxiety. 


The child goes away, the young body remains. 
There is no need to forget the radio knobs 
imprinting in the empty tissue of a contorted back 
absorbing the rythmic wings of a zipper 
kissing a pink chest. 


Pulling away from the gravel look point 
pebbles shoot through the rising dust, ricochetting 
on the undercarriage of the rolling prison 
which incarcerates boy and man 
in eternal cells. 


The road to camp is paved with the blood 


of the child's non-existent tears dripping 
out of the cracks of the stationwagon's vibrating 
floor humming on and on. The highway looks as if 
nothing has changed. 


Super Achieving Clod 


At camp the boy soars 


between canyon walls 
of collecting awards 
and hiding under platforms, 
in hollow trees, in doing dishes. 


In the cool snap of morning air 
troops of boys foot stomp stand 
in parade around the flag. 
He is handed another badge 
for a carved totem, 


his tongue will not move, 
he gags on words coming out his throat, 
feels a large bubble 
filling his mouth, 
He's teased, "Cat got your tongue." 


After lunch the scout leader asks 
for the totem; 
the boy's arms freely make a gift of 
his soul, his art, his creativity, 
he takes a lip biting walk, 
deer brush hides robbery tears. 


He never remembers, 
yesterday's penis 
filling his mouth. 


No Need to Forget 


Child 
Something sinister and evil 
the perverted child has done 
coerces the tired man to feel 
such anger at who is to blame. They both agree 
the child should bear the guilt 
for the trespass into the shadows 
of shame and fear. 


Sexual 


The disgusted man pushes 
the dazed child down 
onto the numb semen and saliva 
speckled ground. Through the punches 
and threats the pierced child promise/pleads, 
"I won't tell anyone, 
please let me live." 


Abuse 


The splitting is total, 
the child has no choice, 
but to cleave off and sell 
a silent part of the self 
that remains lost to the forest 
except in embarrassing sleep voices 
and during blinding domination. 


Does 
Walking from the trees 
the child only remembers 
getting carsick on a jerking drive 


through the mountains. He can't remember 
the older man's thick penis, only 
the specialness of the distant 
time spent together. 


Not 


Recovering the memory 
the child, now adult, fears 
disclosure is bound to bring certain death. 
The age old bargain is betrayed. 
The body is aged to almost forty, yet 
the silhouette of ancient fear is still 
too terrifying to uncover/accept. 
Happen. 


Cotton Batten 


Wet dew clings to branches 
reminding her 

of the glass of water 

she can not afford to fetch. 


Her hands, clenched to the crisp 

cotton snapping from the stiff limb, 

turn to the bag packing and shoving 

the way he had mechanically filled her vagina 


the long chore night before. 
She knows nights that last 
as long as heavy workdays, 
her young corpse has been turned 


over from inlaws to inlaws, 


from town, to city, to village 
each door way has brought 
her to another man's domain. 


Born from a flesh cradle killed 
in the screaming of birth. 
An infant passed on to clan 
needing another farm body. 


Eight years old, sold to a southern work gang, 
a fair blond child she services well. 
Her survival is to never forgive 
anyone for anything. And why should she? 


She is a poorly paid over-worked farm hand 
by day. Though her hardest work 
comes by night, 
weathering the rage they till in her 


white hair and pink flesh, small 
under their decrepid frames. 
Her hate grows as she moves 
down another row, 


dry air and dust, the sun climbing, 
hot air brings sweat to her 
ragged clothes -- discarded discards. 
She hates the wetness of sweat, 


it reminds her of their dripping perspiration 
bathing her body thick 
after they have finished 
releasing their malignant passion. 


To carry her heavy canvas bag 
to the wagon piling up 
with a long day's work 
she must pass through a group of men. 


Discussion of her fair body 
sears nausea 
across her exhausted flesh 
too worn out by the day's labour 


to ignore completely 
the flicking tongues 
she knows females perpetually endure 
as they move from here to there. 


Long shadows quickly disappear 
as the sun settles. 
The oil lamps of far off shacks 
window light rooms with cotton batten 


mats she has managed to forget 
by throwing herself into daywork. 
She is slow to fold her bags 
and have her card signed. 


If she misses the wood clad bus filled 
with words and stinking bodies 
the long walk across the fields 

will be a reprieve, 


a gift to herself-- 
the only one a present comes from. 
Perseverance, being alone 
becomes her strengths. 


The solitude is worth the wrath 


that streams forth from being late. 
She does not regret the meal 
she is denied -- a paltry price 


her skinny body pays 
to escape even momentarily 
the reminders of pleasure she is obligated 
to exchange to another filthy man 


whose family has been so good 
as to take her in, 
make her one of them 
in flesh and spirit. 


Recalling the Dovetail Cradle 


A small body lies in the dresser drawer 
which serves as his cradle. 
The wall and ceiling of the room 
hardly disguise their old function as a chicken coop. 


The tiny legs burn 
with pain, a flesh memory of 
the kind of love 
an infant body is incapable of accepting or comprehending, 


the baby's anus aches 
from the penetration, 
stiff violence from his father 
thrown into a rage by an infant's cry in the night. 


The baby is no longer 
able to cry, he only aches, 


his face numb and swollen from being 


shoved and thrust rhythmically against some unrelenting object 


as the opening 
at the other 
end of his body 
received a frenzied spasmodic outpouring 


of this man's-- 
split 
from what 
the rational mind can perceive as human. 


As the infant lies recovering 
in this tiny box 
of four dovetailed walls 
his lower spine and the middle of his neck feel the pain 


of this sexual whiplash. 
The man poured into him till the pouring seemed it was 
shattering everything he is. 


He wondered if his lower spine and neck were going to sever. 


The pain on the inside 

of his legs is like fire. 

His genitals themselves burn. His bones aches. 
The pain in his wrists and ankles is an ache and burn. 


As an infant 
he can not 
comprehend what 
the pain of this moment is about. 


The Prison 


On a therapy mat 
a confused man tries 
to comprehend memories 
he cannot believe 
are possible from parents 
who seemed at times to give 
real love. 


The beatings, 
the adult sex with children 
could never have happened 
in his family. 


They said they loved him. 
A part of his very being 
cannot let go 
of the belief: they were 
always good, caring, loving, 
knew what was best for children, 
had the right answers, 
did all they could. 


But the numbness of everyday life 
has been replaced with memories 
which are a wash of horrors, 

an epoch of fog has lifted 

exposing a prison of despair. 


Crying on a Winter Afternoon 


In his adult napping sleep screams 
leap to the outside world, 

half dreams of his mother 
straddling his child face. 


On the living room couch thirty year 
old tears beg. His mother. 


Mothers are for love, 

for protection, 

he spasms, leg, arm jerking 
from pictures leaking forward. 


With a wet face he coughs and gags 


while his arms reach up asking, why. 


She comes in the night, 

in the twisted knot darkness of thirteen, 
mornings-after he's imprisoned to a school desk 
spacing out, not hearing, not thinking, not really there. 


His adult penis burning, 
the suffocation -- child memories. 


He cuts school, he can't cope with any world, 
she takes him in the numb dazed sleep 

of his escape, she scrawles excuse notes, 
"My son was not feeling well." 


He has not wanted to remember 
the nightmare of life. 


She hates the words MOTHER FUCKER. 
Her knee threats, death threats, 

suicide threats anneal his silence, 

numbness the tariff for continued life. 


The disclosure of her abuse terrifies 
and relieves his hiding child within. 


Cotton Wadding 


The sweet oil and cleaning cotton lie 
on the table. This time she pulls 
cotton out of a blue paper bag. 


Fluffy without seeds and a sharp husk 


popped open by the bleeding sun. 
The scorned boy does not know 
his grandmother's past -- 
her child centuries 


of oral, anal and vaginal rape, 
by family men looking out for their own; 
he sees her face distort, 
the glassy film in her eyes 


mirror rage, fear, man loathing. 
He knows the stiffness she finds 
in the soaked diaper 
brings on her hate. 


The penis in her clenching hand absorbs 
the transgressions painted on her face, 
the palette of her fist colors 
his loins red. He knows he is bad, evil 


or her disciplining gestures would never 
have touched him so. 
Her eyes flicker and question 
as her face comes back, 


there is only a cold sternness 
left of yesterday's memories. 
She rubs oil on the crack 
his father has already penetrated, 


the cotton ball drags 
oil across his maleness 
to bring soothing while 
hiding in a clean diaper. 


Only the occasional burn 
of urine will denounce 
the future transgressions 
he has been punished for. 


A Mother's Chortle 


The bath over, 
his delicate body, 


the sweet smell 
of baby oil. 


Soft skin tender. 
She sucks on his little pee pee. 
To please her he must be aroused, 
his face red, his ears hot. 


To end her play 
his littleness must become 
more stiff. She laughs 
at his tiny erection. 


Hate she has 
for every abusive man 
empties into the vessel 
of his young body. 


He is passive, weak, 
shows no resistance. 


His strength of survival 
is through submission. 


His body grows older 
he comes ever nearer 
to being the man 

he hates. 


Her daily chant scours his adolescence, 
"You are going to be 
just like every man, 
you only want sex." 


Red Tears 


Quietly the incandescent light 
casts a shadow heavy 
on the second-hand 
razor blade trance-retrieved 
from the paint-chipped medicine chest. 


Nine-year old fingers rub the chrome 
rosettes which fasten the grey-tinged mirror. 


He pulls down his pants, 
to examine rising prison bars 
well marked thin parallel trails 
left by the whirling roll 
of willow switches, 
switches he was obliged to gather 
to quench her punishing thirst, 
thin long branches, the leaves all plucked. 


He wants the release 
of tears his badness tells 
his shit-face self 
he does not deserve. 
He pours his fire of anger and hurt inward, 
drenching his core with hungry words, 
words harvested in her frenzy of lashes. 


She barely needs discipline any more; 
he has crafted his own voice of hate, 
in isolation a hopeless child within talks 
through the crippled voice 
of self destruction, 
preservation through self mutilation, 
the nurturing embrace of furious vengeance. 


Another little voice mutely sings 
a suffocated plea of unfairness, 
but he dares not risk telling tears 
his child spirit desperately needs -- 
the words, "I don't deserve this beating, 
You're mean and cruel. 
I hate, I hurt." 


In the hollow silence of secrecy 


the ragged razor drags 
down the rising peaks 
of thin long welts. 
He pleads to the red tears draining down his screaming legs, 
cry, talk for the little boy me hidden deep inside. Cry. 
Tell how bad I hurt, Cry. Quietly pour off the pressure, Cry. 


Confusing Waltz 


She moves through 
the male filled house, 
pink chiffon falling 
from round shoulders 
taking him down. 


She knows 
the dark rose 
of her nipple 
glares out at him, 
teasing him to look, look. 


His legs queasy, 
curiosity mixed with fear, 
fog laced with terror 
he goes away inside. 
She teaches him about sex, 


a mother's job, 
she knows so. 
Her kind-sounding words specific, 
"A boy must be turned on 
by his mother 


if he is going to become 
a normal man." 
His confusion melts with nausea. 
She is enormously fat, 
he finds her repulsive. 


She claims it is her obligation, 
his responsibility. 
Parent and child must dance 
the sexual waltz. He can not stand 
her skin, pink and cellulite. 


He feels guilt because she wants 
his arousal; 

He feels guilt because she is 
his mother; 

He feels guilt because she has 
no other man; 

He feels guilt because 
he is curious to look; 

He feels guilt because he does 
not find her attractive; 

He feels guilt because he is 
confused by whether this is normal; 


He hates himself because he is male. 


Wrong Door Hate 


He doesn't mention the sex 
they had 
the night before. 
Neither does she. 


She relentlessly threatens, 
"If you as much as think 


a cross word about me, 
I will kick you between the legs." 


With girls, with women he remains in silence, 
he has learned no sense 
of outward self preservation 
will ever be tolerated. 


To forget serves both more than to forgive, Stitching Peace 
he screams hate 
at his brothers. So does she, The rage in her eyes 
they receive his fists better than she does. weakens his ability to defend 


the violence in her arms. 
His face splits open, 
blood covers his vision. 


He runs body-crumpled 
forward, to find a mirror, 
see if he still has an eye. 
The sounds of her movement 
not far behind. 


He runs for the bath, 
its door, 
the safety of a lock. 
He both fears and needs her heavy 
body thrusting against the door. 


He requires a hospital. 
Perhaps they can have a truce, 
his bloody face may 
quench her rage. 
As they drive to the hospital 


few words exchange. 
"Yes, I won't tell them." 
The probing of social workers, police 


threaten the family bond, 
the familiarity, the known saftey. 


He tells the doctor he fell 
on a glass door-knob. 
The proud surgeon's perfect sutures 
hide her maternal kiss, 
the scar will barely show. 


He doesn't have to pretend 
with a second visit. 
It is easier 
to remove the stitches 
with tweezers and fingernail clippers 


in the mirror that told 
at least his eye was still intact. 


Laughing Rose 


Naked in bed 
closing his eyes 
he can never see his mother's face. 
He masturbates seeing her 


friends. 
They are safer to substitute 
in the ritual 


which destroys his boundaries. 


Sitting around the chrome table, 
drinking from mel- 
mac cups, 
the group of women laugh 


at stories of their son's penises -- 
"Don't have to hide it, 
I've seen it lots before." 
With girls his own age 


he is terrified, 
he can not talk, 
all exchange must be 
done in total silence, 


all seduction is accomplished 
without word. 
His sexuality can have no voice 
for the words are buried with torture. 


His strongest erotic fantasy is dying, 
his death, every one's death. 
The certain end of all life. Death from this life 
would be a gift of love. 


He needs to feel a sad sorrow 
that some woman could come to his berth. 
See his innocence. Tell him without talking 
that he is worthy. See his tears. 


Protecting 


The very bad boy shields 
the world he cannot appreciate. 
He does not see 
they care, 
they sacrificed 
their needs, 
their very life for him, 
he has no sense of respect. 


To accept their declarations 
he splits into many parts. 
Part of him concedes 
his own sickness, 
feels self castigation, 
unsheathes no fault in them. 
Without question they are generous 
liberal thinking parents, 
sexually emancipated, 
proclaiming freedom. 


He can't reveal them as bad. 
Smearing immoral blame on himself 
is far safer, less threatening 
to proclaim himself as a pervert, 
but he doesn't see them 
that way at all. 
By denying their sexual wrath 
he evades grasping his deeper hurts. 


Screw Them 


The more severe their abuse 
the greater his need 
swells to idolize and defend their pathetic parenting. 


They can rot in hell, 
their liberation is an excuse, 
a nauseous disguise 
for their owning no boundaries, 
no limits 
to where they stop, 
and where their children start, 
a complete melting of selves, 
total annihilation. 


IV. RETURNING THE WRATH 


Erotic Hiding 


He lies in bed 
wanting 
to masturbate. 
He thinks 
what was my wife wearing today. 


Why can't I see 
her in my minds eye. 
Am I looking 
for something else? 


Oh yea, 
black and white top, 
black pants, 
maybe. 


A sharp pain 
shoots through his ass. 


This afternoon he lay 
in her arms 
wanting comfort. 


But the sexual feeling 
now -- more obsession 
to remove isolation, 
hide him from his past, 
take care half buried anguish. 


It is not her 
he wants, 
it is rage. 


Acting Out The Ritual 


Ripping bare fisted through the wall 
is not enough. 
He smashes the mat 
with the force 
of his full body. 
He wants to bludgeon. 


A plastic pipe serves 
as an extension to his arms 


whipping frantically at three padded walls. 


This is him, 
the pain riddled ugly him, 
he just wants to rape. 


The feeling grows into 


I want you 
to feel 
what it is like 
to be 
me. 


I want to rape you 
so you will know 
me. 

You will feel 

as I 
feel. 


The hurting victim he is screams 
to the hurting victim 
he wishes to 
create, 
you will know 
as I know. 


Smashing Holes 


Paint, 
white 
chips of polyfilla 
spray 
the air 
as his fist rams through 


what 
seems like a frail 
sheet- 
rock wall. 


He screams, 
"T want 
to abuse." 
"T want 
to rape 
someone." 


"I want 
desperately 
to rape." 


"I want to Bludgeon." 


Two Cent Bullet 


Remembering the newspaper, 
Gorbechev admits 
mass graves from 
tens of thousands 
annihilated 
people. 


Villagers speak 
of torture and 
screams 
from the camp 
late 
in the night. 


People 
stood 
temple to temple so 
one lead and powder 


would end 
two Lives. 


He is repulsed 
and horrified 
by what 
he reads. 
It is 
incomprehensible 


humans can 
treat others in such a way. 
Yet, inside him a seed rings out 
I want to be 
the torturer, 
the annihilator. 


His mother's 
incessant insult rings 
in his child ear, 
"You're not worth 
the powder 
to blow you to hell." 


The Curse 


He has never raped or abused, 
but that can not hide the reality of 
the urge has been there! 
Hidden 


shamefully to himself, 
seemingly irrational, 


out of context 
with the way he lives, 
and yet a part 
of the Closet Self. 
In giving 
up the denial 


he feels overwhelming 
embarrassment. 
This is not 
how he acts, 
but it is 


how he sometimes feels. 


Penetration 


In the frantic 
rhythm of beating 
the walls 
he feels the infant 


body within him 
and the physical memory of 


his Dad's 
penis 


ramming 
in and out 


of his tiny 
buttocks. 


The Turning 


His desire to rape and bludgeon 
a stranger turns to, 
"Daddy I want you 
to know 


what it feels like 
to be raped by you. 
Know me. Know me. Know me. 


Mommy, Daddy. Grandma, Grandpa. 


I want all of you who thrashed my body, 
all of you to know, 
what it feels like 
to be me." 


Gagging on Cum 


In his wild fury 
he begins to retch, 
fears he will vomit, 
fears if he vomits he will die. 
He will, he must 
pound on. 


Each swing of his arms brings 
on a wave of such nausea and 
intense feelings of, 
"I will die if I confront you," 
he goes on, he must 
release this rage. 


He has seen 
too much 
today 
to stop 
until this burden 
is unleashed. 


The Cycle Can End 


He comes to know 
in his irrational 
urge to rape 

is the desire 
to show what it is 


like inside. 


The gnawing 
secret burden 
which lay 
hidden 
in the tension 
which rackes his body. 


That is what 
he sees in 
his mother's eyes 
when her masturbation of him 
turnes to brutal 
pounding on his genitals. 


That is what he feels 
exploding 
out of his father's body 
when penetration into his infant flesh 
feels an outburst of 
violent rage. 


The rage which 
he now screams, cries, pounds out 
seems an eternity 
when he finishes raging he lies 
alternating between 
sobs and whimpers. 


Examining the disguised wrath 
of returning 


what was received: 
the old inner fury, 
wanting to bludgeon and rape 
another human being. 


V. WHERE ANGELS FLY 


Punching Water 


Little balls spin round and round 
tossing and mixing in the rush 
of yellow fluid. 
The red pump clangs, click, clangs, 


a mechanical idol rising from a concrete island. 


"Check under the hood, sir?" 


The brown square box station wagon 
fills with the sweet smell 
of gasoline. 
Clambering out over the back seat 
the boy heads for the rest room. 
"The key's inside on the hook, sir." 


The father follows his son, 
seeking his own form of relief 
behind the safety 
latch holding closed the side door. 
Standing next to the urinal he reaches 
inside the boys pants, to give the boy a hand. 


Outside the bathroom door 
the flying red horse spreads 
its wings, 
travels beyond the red and white 
fresh metal wrapped gas station. 
It is time to leave body and soul. 


The little boy sucking 
on his father's penis 
clings 
to the image of the red horse, 
the horse's journey is his escape. 
He flies to where angels fly. 


Three hours later the boy loses 
consciousness in the deep end 
of a chlorinated pool. 
His child body jerks, tosses, punches 
at the unforgiving wall of water. 
He now sucks water deep, deep into his lungs. 


Mind pictures, like a movie reel, 
take him to blackness, 


to the urinal, 
to the red horse, 
to burning white light; 


well meaning resuscitation interrupts his escape. 


Fear of Clarity 


Celebrating ribbons are edge-peeled 
from the waterfall 
of computer paper, 
a month of productive writing, concluded. 
Next morning, he tries to create 
on the clicking keyboard. 


His head fogs, 
sick, dizzy, 
nausea bends him forward. 
He seeks refuge 
in the arms of his lover, 
in a cup of tea. 


At the kitchen table 
nausea thickens, 
cries for a reason 
he doesn't know. 


Something to do with writing, 
being successful, 
being OK, 
doing alright. 


He can't come out 
of the plunge, 


He is spiralling ever down. 

He moves to the bedroom and a pillow 
to cover his mouth, muffle 
the sound of the sobs. 


He wonders why his forehead feels crushed 
in the centre. He cries on 
seeking relief -- 
waiting for a memory to clarify, 
to bestow understanding, 
to allow resolution. 


He cries out, no daddy. 
He pleads, begs, no, please no, 


the crushing 
is his father. 
He is a little boy 
barely tall enough 
to reach daddy's demands 
standing up. 


The nausea and the need to vomit 
build to a pinnacle. 
He is lost as how to end, 
how to find resolution. 
He wants an end, 
but following 
the feeling only drives him deeper -- 


into helplessness, 
beating, pounding, 
sickness to his whole body. 


Cries fill half the morning 
from the pounding/kicking 
of his child head with a fist, 
his child stomach with a shoe. 


His father sought revenge 
for the boy's disgusting reaction 
to a man's thrusting, 
the father raged uncontrollably 
because of spoiled trousers, 
the smell 
and wet. 


At three years old the boy had vomited 
from the force of a penis 
shoved down his mouth. 
The father grabbed his head and smashed it 
Down! on the floor. 
Down! with rage. 
Down! with disgust. 


In reliving the memory 
he finally freely and violently 
vomits into the sink. 
He retches free from his soul 
his father's body, semen, penis. 
He pukes daddy out of his child body. 


He now sees the child scene 
which left an imprisoning message, 
"stay uncertain and confused." 

In writing with a month of consistent clarity 


he had challenged his own inner pact -- 


of not knowing what he knew. 


The dam of his secret psyche 
finally burst, 


leaving him to face the burden 
which the three year old child 
could not bear 
to know. 


Now lying on the bathroom mat 
he cries on in insight. 
His lover helps to coax 
the little child out of him. 
She reassures the little person it is safe, 
that it will never happen again, 


that the adult in him can 
find a place 
where the little boy 
within will be 
protected 
and nurtured. 


He sees the image of a safe place 
and a friend, 
William, 

who he knows is strong, caring, 
a person who can understand 


what the little boy in him has been through. 


His little boy is set in William's arms, 
in his home, 
in the protection of his world. 
Little boy eyes listen, 
question, try on 
this word: trust. 


When the tears have run their course, 
his lover runs a bath, he lies 


in its warmth, passing in consciousness 
between sleep and a state of healing, 
he sleeps and rests 
most of the afternoon and evening. 


In the early night 
he makes her a thermos of tea, 
they take a short drive to the beach, 
pour two cups of Constant Comment, sit 
on a rock, listen to the rhythm of the lake 
waves embracing the land's edge, 


watch clouds pass in front of a full moon, 
the red and blue lights of night 
freighters passing on the horizon, 
share conversation, 
talk about what they like in life, 
what their wishes are. 


The next morning words flow. 


The Seedling 


Draped over 
the fallen decaying log, 
each thrust rolls his chest 
across the matted fibers 
of acrid tree bark. 


Red tears drip 
out of his anus, 
run down skinny legs, 


a deaf whimper 
next to the white cum. 


He needs to cry words 
but his lips like swollen eyes 
are numb with silence. 


His vision focuses 
on layers of tiny branches, 
the forest floor carpet 
through which a green seedling 
reaches for the dim light 
three hundred redwood feet above. 


Behind him he can hear 
the dull jingle 
of the black belt 
which other times kisses 
the rawness of his bottom. 


The clinking of his father's zipper 
signals a temporary suspension 
of the man's insatiable need. 


Fingerprints of Nurture 


In search of healing 
a caring visualization sees 
his adult self 
pick up the little boy crumpled 
on the brown needle-strewn forest floor, 
the little boy now rests 
in protective arms, 
curled up in the cradle of care. 


A gentle whisper is passed 
through the stroking voice of healing, 
the child within is assured 
he can stay innocent 
while the adult healer 
points a pistol at the memory 
of an insane father--finally 
blasting away his tormenting face. 


Lying on the ground, 
a whining image, 
the father's disarmed body 
is vehemently loaded 
with three more protective 
screams from the barrel 
of visualization. 
The rage of betrayal 
is emptied, boom, boom, boom. 
"I hate you, 


I hate all you represent, 
I hate what you did to my child." 


The still loaded weapon of visualization 

is blatantly thrown 

on the lifeless corpse, 
the inner healer's fingerprints 
intentionally left to 

dare and claim to all-- 

just who is nurturing this child 

back from his father's wrath. 


The inner healers no longer accept 
a father's paralyzing threat. 
They refuse to allow: 

the child to cower, 

the child to whimper, 

the child to be alone, 
the unprotectedness, 
they let the child know. 


The little boy is carried 

to a clearing 

of warm light, 
he receives a blanket of healing 
radiating down in the opening 


of sky climbing trees, 
good replaces bad, 


goodness replaces evil. 


The little boy is rocked 
to the calm flowing music 
of a clear cascading stream, 


Transforming Pictures 


The nurturing/healing includes painting 
red and black 
arcs, circles, holes 

which are punctured; 


he is mindfully held painting green and blues, 
in the embrace of safe nature, soft caring healing colours, 
the child breaths into his soul shapes which embrace-- 
the purging life of a tree swept breeze, telling the inner child he is safe. 


the healing picture carefully created. 


The child within is told 
he will never be raped again, 
he can rest and feel 
safe without reservation. 
The child self long ago lost 
in the splitting of the mind 
is carefully guided back 
through the path of recovery. 


Recovery takes patience, 
an evening walk 
with someone safe, 
listening to her words, 
checking out their meaning, 
believing her explanations, 
letting her in, trusting, 
giving second chances; 


Evenings set aside 
to play 
with the child within, 
bubble bath and warm water, 
tug boats and rubber ducky, 
squishing bubbles, 
giggling freely, 
accepting, trusting fun; 


Giving what one never received, 
playing with little children, 
hide and seek, chase and catch, 

listening to little people's hurts, 

acknowledging bruised feelings, 
saying you're sorry, 


saying you hear, 
knowing words matter; 


Seeing innocence, 
the movements of children, 
the softness, the preciousness, 
looking at little eyes - big, 
studying the journey of fingers, 
honoring the need for protection, 
respecting the vulnerability, 
seeing separateness, caring. 


Seeing what you may have been 
and knowing you are. 
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